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thing else. He kids and says we're no worse off than goldfish in a
bowl Or he becomes affectionate and suggests we go in the bed-
room, turn off tie lights, and pretend we're honeymooning at the
Ritz.
I want to be warm and affectionate with Nick. Too often I can't
be. I hunger for his love, but our unfurnished house seems to rise
like a wall between us. It makes me doubt he really cares for me.
In my opinion, loving husbands are generous with their wives.
I've never lived any place where I could feel at ease and proud*
My parents were always moving, always hunting a better location
for the store. Both of them were wrapped up in making money, al-
though they didn't ever make much. During their prosperous spurts,
they gave my brothers the nicest gifts, the nicest clothes. In our
family I was at the bottom. Mother thought my brothers would
carry on with the store—it's a specialty shop—but neither did. So
far as I know, she was never interested in what I might do or want
to do.
Sometimes we lived behind the store, sometimes over the store,
and sometimes we had rooms in a boardinghouse. Naturally I
couldn't get acquainted with the other girls; I had no place to bring
them. I wasn't ever asked to join a dub or anything. One time I
pleased my mother in some way—I don't recall how—and she gave
me twenty dollars to throw a big party* I didn't know anybody to
invite. I spent the money on a dress*
After I started dating—I was popular with boys because I was
pretty—I learned for sure how little my parents cared for me.
Twelve o'clock was my curfew hour. One Saturday night my date
and I ran into heavy traffic, and I was twenty minutes late. My
mother locked me out We rang and rang, we pounded cm the door,
but nobody answered*
I was fifteen years old at the time and scared to death. My boy
friend was scared, too. Finally he took me to his house and got his
mother out of bed, and she telephoned my parents. They wouldn't
answer the phone. So she sent me in a taxi to a hotel and paid the

